SATE CUSTODY
to come and tell Sarem who would be, if not in the
kitchen, at the foot of the dungeon steps.
The old fellow was as excited as any child. I
think that he loved the castle, as a dean his cathedral
church, and so was all agog to see the holy of holies
of which, high priest though he was, he never had
dreamed.
Hammers and chisels and crowbars had been laid
in the torture-chamber, ready to hand, and coats
were piled on a chair at the head of the stairs. But
first, of course, we had to let down the shutter, to
cut off the flow of the water that made the dungeon
fafl.
We had trodden the little stairway a hundred times
—and might have trod it a million and never dreamed
that one of its treads would move: but here, of
course, Time was against us, for though the whole
of the castle was very clean, the dust of ages had
sealed what cracks had been there. What was more,
it had clogged the tread: and though, after twenty
minutes, we could see that it was not fixed, we
could not draw it forward or so much as make it
budge. As we stood about my cousin, who was
working with knife and sponge, I began to^ wonder
whether, before some earthquake, the building at
some time or other had settled down and whether
because of its movement the tread had been jammed.
For over an hour we worked to loosen that tread,
for we dared use no violence for fear of dislocating
the engagement by which the shutter was held.
And then at last it yielded and moved an eighth of
an inch.
Beneath my cousin's wheedling, the tread came
slowly forward, till a gap appeared between it and
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